

Though you are cid .enough to be my heire | 

What.ybu will haue, lie giue,and willing to’. 

For doe we muft.-what force will haue vs doc: 

Set on Towards London, Cofen is it fo? 

2?#/. Yc a my g ,,od Lord; 

Kivg- T hen l mufi not lay no. 

Enter the Qjtetne with her attendants 
Quee, What fport (hall we deuife here in this garden* 
Todnue away the heauy thought ofcare? 

Lady jMadame weeje ni*' 5 "* > - , ~«vCies« •• ; ; .1 . ; 

Qttee. T wil n'*3ke me thinke the world is full ofrubj. 
And that ^‘‘y fortune runs againft the bias, 

Lad'J Madame week daunce. 

My legs can keepe no meafurc in delight* 

When mypoorc hart no meafurc keepes ingri " 

Therfore no dauncinstgirlcjfome other fport. 

Lady M adame week tell tales. 

Q«?e. Of forrow or of griefe. 

Lady Of cither Madame. 

Q*w. Ofneitfle/girlei jv : 

For if of ioy, bcingaltogitherwanting, 

It doth remember me the more of forrow: 

Or if of griefe.being altogither had, 

It adds more forrow to my want of ioy: 

For w hat I haue I need not to repeatc, 

And W'il3t I W-3Ilt it l)Oot€S. Hot tO 
Lady Madame He fing. 

Tis well that thou haft caufc, 

But thou fhouldft pi cafe me belter, wouldtt ttiou weepe* 
lady I could weep e ^Madame would it doeyou good? 
Quec. And I could fing would weeping doe me good 
And neuer bortpw any teare of chec. 

inter 

But flay, here come the gardeners, 
i^cts ftep into the fiiadow of theft trees# 

My wrctchedncs vutoa rowofpines* 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22307 ) LONDO 


Kirtg Richard thefecond. 

They w‘ill talke of ftate for cuery one doth fo, 

Againft a change woe is fore-runne with woe. 

Gard. Go bind thou vp yong dangling Aphricokcs, 
Which like vnruly children make their fire, 1 
Stoope with opprelsion oftheir prodigall weight* 

Giue fomefupportance to the bending twigs, * 

Go thou, and like an executioner 

Cut off the heads of two faff growing fpraies. 

That looke too loftie in our common-wealth*. 

All mult be eucn in our gouernement. 

You thus employed, 1 will goe roote away 
The noyfome weedes which without profit fucke 
The foiles fcrtilitic from wholfome flowers. 

Man. Whyfhould we in thecompasofapale* 

Keepe law and forme, and due proportion, 

Shewing as in a modle our firms elf ate. 

When our fea-walled garden the whole land 
Is full of weedes, herfaireft flowers choakt vp» 

Her fruit trees all vnprunde, her hedges ruindc. 

Her knots difordered, and her holforae hcarbs 
Swarming with eaterpillcrs. 

Gard. Hold thy peace, 

He that Utah fuffered this difordered fpring, 

Hath now himfelfe met with the fall of leafe: 

The weedes which his broad fpreadmg leaues did flicker, 
That feemde in eating him to hold him vp. 

Are pliickc vp roote and all by BulUngbrooke, 
ImeanetheEarle of Wiltfhire.Bulhie, Greene, 

Man. What are they dead; 

Gard. They are. 

And BulUngbrooke hath ceafde the waftefull king: 

Oh what pitie is it that he had not fo trimde. 

And dreft his land as we this garden at time of yeare 
Do wound the barke, the skinne of our fruit trees, 

Left being ouerprowd in tap and bloud. 

With too much riches it confound it felfe 
Had he dons lo to great and growing men, 

G 3 They 


